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Mr. WILLIAM JENKINS, 


() 


Who Finiſht his Obſtinacy the 19th. of Faunary. in the Goal of Newgate, where are above 


Fourſcore Diſſenters, of almoſt as many of the ſeveral ſcattered Churches remaining, 


In a Dialogue between DeFþair and Comfort : In Imitation of a former Elegy, in Dialogue between Faith an 


Deſpair. 


Comfort 


Senſe. 


Riſons accurſt ! and more azcurſed Law! 

Why will you from che fainting Brethren draw 
More mournful Notes, and from their Eyes more 
Than all the Blood of almoſt eweary Years, [ Tears, 
Which their Reforming pious Swords ere drew, 
When the new Jae the Philiſt;an Thouſands flew ? 


Leave Murm'ring : his freed Soul has found Relief 
From Two Cenfinements, both his Equal Grief ; 
Calrd by his great and porent Maſters down 
From a loath'd Hierarchy, and hated Crown. 

Weep for thy elf, for he's for Blib deſign'd, 
Lzaving a Toryhed curtt World behind 
Lament I muſt and will in ſuch a ſtrain, 

Shall wake even Nell and Bradſbaw's Ghoſt again ; 

I will roar out, and with a Voice fo ſhrill, 

As even great TONYE $ mighty Couct ſhall fill : 
Pl call che Furics up, and ſummon all 


Our aiding Friends below Cavenge his Fall. 


Deſpair. 


— 


Republick Raign, 
And the old policick Grme —_ > in bars, 
And this dear Champion laid in Honours Bed, 
Calls all che Brine our Bloodſhor Eyes can ſhed. 


Forbear this dull Miſtake ; thy fruiclefs C:yes 

Bzſpcak Impatience : 'ris but Fenkins dyes; 

H's tran{migrated Spirit ltays, you know, 

To animate the Brethren S1inrs below. 
His Death to us ſhoald but new Life afford, 

Warm'd withth'oldGlo:y,with th'old conquering Sword, 
To fight the famous Barrels of the Lo-d. | 


Ah but he's gone ! That word mo ec Terror brings, 
Than the old Ax that cut the Throat of KINGS: 
When Monarchs bleed, the Stroke's not worth a Tear . 
Bur here our Loſs dots darker Mournit g wear. 
Hz's-gane, who almolt fix an4 forty, Years, 

Preach'd up th:Good O LD C AUS E in Sighs and Tears : 
That Saiat who in the Days of Refurmaticn, 

By his long painful Golpel-propagacion, _ 

So many Heares, ſo.many. H1ads could bring, 

To raiſe the glorious Scaffold of a King : 

He whoſe bleſt Labours could thus far prevail, 

Finifhe his Teſtimony in a Jayl. 


Ceaſe Exclamations ; tho? his Race is run, 
Dying before the hniſhe Work was done, 
By Pep ſh Noiſe and pious Oats begun. 
Still conſtant in adhering to th? Iarrigue, 

« C O 
O. tHt' ever bleſt 4/ociaring L2ague. 
His pitiec} and untimely Fate but draws 
Thouſands of new mace Converts to the Cauſe. 
Dying in Jayl, he loudly Preaches more, 
More than in all the Tubs he chumpr betore. 


If gaſping Anarchy endures ſuch Rubs, 

When Cellars fall, what will become of Shrubs ? 
How ſhall che fainenels of a ſtrength ſo weak, 
The Gen and Mirres Long loath'd Union break. 
In Zenkirs ſpeechleſs Tongue dozs lilenc'd ly, 

A greater piece of Kirk Artillery, 


bd Comfort. 


Comfort. 


Deſpair. 


Comfort! 


Seiz'd and-ſuppreſt by Authority. 


'Gainſt Tory Laws, Crown'd Heads, and Prelate Loons, 
Than C:ledge Flails, and Rumbeld's Muſquetoons. 


No, we'll not fear an overthrow or harm, 
Whilſt Antichriſt and Poperies long-tried charm 
Shall raiſe us Bulwarks. Who can Leaders want, 
Under the Bannors of the Covenant ? 

For tho? grim Death does home ſome ſervants call, 
That Charm ſhall conjure ſtrength to conquer all. 


But oh ! what curſt Infatuation broke 

Fuſtice and Laws long ſleep, thus to provoke 
The Royal Frowns to raiſe this fatal ſtroak ? 

S2e trembling Sicn ſhakes. Can it be hopzd 

The Kirk can ftand whe it is thus unprop'd ? 
When thus our Corner-{tone to Fate muſt ſhrink, 
Ah ! how my troubled Soul's amaz'd ro think, 
How the whole fainting cottering Pile will fink. 


No, All muſt die. In duſt our Prophet {cz : 

Nought but our Mighty Cauſe ſo ſtrong can be, 

As to claim Patents r' Immorrtality. | 

When the've done all, let Law and -Pewer ſtill frown 
Like the diiſeted Snake, cruth'd and run down, 
We'll re-cement to ſting the Church and Crown. 

Could Perer thrice his Sovercign Lord deny ? 

Our glorious Cauſe that Spirit ſhall ſupply, 

As ſhall three thouſand times our King's defy. 


Wng.dc beret, bonnie, oe 
What's TOLER ATION without Sovereign power. 
The Kirk Dominion loſt, and King reſtoied, 

Was a fad ſtroak to'ch Servants of the Lord. 
When once the __ Organs play'd, too foon 


All our Spiritual Hymns were our of rune. 


i 


There was a Time W E cxerc'sd t'e Rod 

O're Heathen Strafford, Laud and CHARLES, when GOD 
WITH US the Beatifick Rump empowr'd : 

And heavenly Love in Royal Gore was ſhowr'd. 

That dear remembrance micigates our croflzs, 


Whilſt future hope ſhall eaſe our preſear loſſes. 


My Eycs muſt vent my grief upon his Herlz, 
And weep in earneſt, tho' I weep in Verle, 
When Abſalom died, a Riyal Tear was ſh2d, 
And with great Charles an Innate Mercy bred, 
Mourns even to take a forfeit Traitours Head. 
So mult I take a priviledge to mourn, 

A Shimei or Achitopiel & his Urn. 


Dry up thy Tears, for whom thou mourn'ſt is bleſt, 
In Deach he meets the 7/higs long Stranzer REST. 
Tho' curbulent againſt che Royal Will, 

The Grave has laid the reſtleſs Engine till. 

In Patience wait ; our rip'ning Plots atrend, 


To mounc the Cauſe, and Righted Kirk defend. 


ACROSTTIGH. 


W ell now en -Heavmwards let thy Scul repair, 
I - f rhou art ſure that no Lawn Sleeves are there, 

L ock to it Jenkins, for 'tw worth thy Care. , 
awn Sleeves 'tis certain no ſmall power have ſhcw'd, 
n keeping thee from Church, if not from God: 

nd mure than 20 m:urning years 0're-paſt, 


ire and Surplice broke thy heart at laſt. 


n the eld Days, the Bleſſed Drectory, | 
gypt's dear Fleſb-p:t, was os, Pom and Glory : 
ow with the Laturgies long Manna tyred, 

ecking to peuck tl ore ſtraming Saint expired. 

» Covenants and Holy Leagues ng tyed, 


Ann + As - cada 


o l:nger could the nauſeous Taſte abide, 


S om a kind of a Scorch Qua m he died. 


Sold by Walter Davis in Amen-Corner, 1685- 
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